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in Whistler and Degas, in Browning, even
in Mr. Swinburne, in much great art that
is not the greatest of all. The end of art
is the ecstasy awakened by the presence
before an ever-changing mind of what is
permanent in the world, or by the arousing
of that mind itself into the very delicate
and fastidious mood habitual with it when
it is seeking those permanent and recurring
things. There is a little of both ecstasies
at all times, but at this time we have a
small measure of the creative impulse
itself, of the divine vision, a great measure
of "the lost traveller's dream under the
hill,55 perhaps because all the old simple
things have been painted or written, and
they will only have meaning for us again
when a new race or a new civilisation has
made us look upon all with new eyesight.
IN THE SERPENT'S MOUTH
If it be true that God is a circle whose
centre is everywhere, the saint goes to the
centre, the poet and artist to the ring where
everything comes round again. The poet
must not seek for what is still and fixed,